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she lifted her hand above her head and shook out

Colonel C------3s handkerchief to be a pennant in the

midday sun.

Her voice came across to us as clearly as across a
drawing-room: "John's tiger!" she cried. "Splen-
did., really splendid! Such a shot!"

Mrs. C------took my arm as, presently, preceded

by innumerable shrieking beaters and servants, we
climbed down into the nullah behind a screen of
guns. I thought her hand trembled.

We stood over the body of the great beast,
spoiled now, lovely no more, hideous and menacing
in death. (The beaters had made very sure of its
death before we were permitted to approach.)

We watched the body turned about for our
inspection. Two bullets seemed to have struck the
tiger, one in the tail, while the other seemingly had
entered at the left ear. Perhaps the tiger had turned
round, unobserved by me, before the Commissioner
had fired.

I found that I was shivering.

"We must make our way back to tiffin,9* said Mr.
M------. "I consider that a very good start."

We purred our approval as we turned away from
the carcase toward our superb lunch.
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